MARCHING ALONG THE SANDS

grazing his father's herds after rain, between Mitan and
Fasad (he had long ago forgotten the precise site, but
thought it within two days' march of the sand border) he
had come upon a complete earthenware pot, with broken
potsherds of red and yellow, a part of a grindstone, two
coffee pestles (?) of black polished stone, and two large
white rounded blocks of stone, notched at the edge and both
alike, but each so big as to require two men to lift it (drums
of a column?): he had turned the sand over to look for
more, only to come upon black ashes. But these humble
things he had never associated with a mighty city; though
it had surprised him to find pottery in the sands, for no true
nomad of the desert carries earthenware pots on his camels,
but only vessels of woven reeds and an occasional iron one*
It would have been suicidal for me (even if I could have
carried my companions - an unlikely event in their present
nervous temper) to have turned aside into that arid pasture-
less waste: moreover our water was scarcely sufficient to carry
us along to the next water-hole. According to Badawin
report, the tracks are lost in the plain to the southwards.
This is probably due partly to wind erosion in the soft
sandy floors there, and partly to the fact that the ancient
road must have followed a pebbly wadi course, the natural
avenue of approach to the mountains, where there never
would have been tracks. That the sands are encroaching
southwards is in accordance with Arab tradition and
supported by the prevailing northerly winds all along these
southern borderlands which account for the orientation of
the sand-drifts' steep and gentle slopes. These deep tracks
in the steppe are explicable if climatic conditions have
changed within historic times. Just to the south lay the
ancient and famous frankincense groves, which were